UNSOLICITED GIFT
is?" For he was magnificently refusing to drop back acquiescent
into the shadows. I replied: "Oh, just a cat playing with its
kitten." No other way to describe that phenomenon of life and
spirit which happened then, than by the cliche "his face lit up" ...
- "How enchanting!M he exclaimed, not in a voice of flat mechanical
effort to respond, but happily, spontaneously rejoicing in the life
going on there in front of him on the grass; going on careless of
whether he could see it or not. It struct me with a genuine thrill,
that here in this small incident was such a triumphant manifestation
of success that it coijld well have been announced by a winding
of horns. Specifically, I should celebrate it with the phrase which
comes within three or four minutes of the end of Beethoven's
Fifth Symphony.
Professional musicians dislike it intensely when & professional
writer tries to interpret into words their impression of any piece
of musical composition.  If they could, I believe they would forbid
it by law.   Nevertheless, I will brave their wrath by referring to
a description in E. M. Forster's "Howard's End".   I read the
book before I consciously heard the Fifth Symphony, and it is true
that it influenced me to listen in a certain way for certain effects :
"It will be generally admitted that Beethoven's Fifth Symphony
is the most sublime noise that has ever penetrated into the ear
of man.  All sorts and conditions are satisfied by it.  Whether you
are like Mrs. Munt, and tap surreptitiously when the tunes come—
of course, not so as to disturb the others—or like Helen, who can
see heroes and -shipwrecks in the music's flood; or like Margaret,
who can see only the music;  or like Tibby, who is profoundly
versed in counterpoint, and holds the full score open on his knee;
or like their cousin, Fraulein Mosebach, who remembers all the
time that Beethoven is 'echt Deutsch'; or like Fraulein Mosebach's
young man who can remember "nothing but Fraulein Mosebach;
in any case the passion of your life becomes more vivid, and you
are bound to admit that such a noise is cheap at two shillings.   It
is cheap, even if you hear it in the Queen's Hall, dreariest music-
room in London/*
(And how much of our outlook has completely changed even
during the brief passage of years since this was published in 1910.
The first statement is a matter for argument at any period; is
there not a Third, a Seventh, a Ninth Symphony by Beethoven ?
The contention by Fraulein Mosebach that Beethoven is "echt.
Deutsdb" has been proved wrong by two wars with Germany,
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